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MANIPULATOR | By Anonymoose 


Most guys | knew would tell me I was a lucky man. l’d have to agree with 
them too. | had everything | could ever want — power, money, and tits. See, | was 
somewhat obsessed with big-breasted women. There was something about 
those huge squishy flesh globes that just drove me nuts. Now, that’s not to say 
| couldn’t get hard when presented with a gorgeous young thing that was a 
little lacking in the chest department. That wasn’t the case at all. But if you 
were to put twins in front of me and one of ‘em had a nice set of implants, I'd 
have taken the stacked one over the flat one any day of the week. 

For some reason, | seemed to have a way with the ladies. Not really sure 
why, but whenever | went to a club, | could usually pick up some hot tail. | may 
not have been the best looking guy in the world, but | was pretty well to do and 
| had no complaints. | had a good job working at a software company and | was 
only thirty-two. Had two houses (a primary residence and a spectacular fifteen- 
hundred square foot villa on an island in the Caribbean), a late-model SUV, and 
enough frequent flyer miles saved up that | was always taking my dates to my 
beach house in the Caribbean for quick weekend get-away trips. 

Y’know, there’s pretty much an unwritten rule that if you take your date 
to an island in the Caribbean for the weekend, she owes you as much sex as she 
can give. Any chick that won’t put out on an island paradise simply isn’t worth 
my time. And so far, knock on wood, all my dates had been worth my time. 

So, as I’m sure you can surmise, | had been having a pretty good time in life. | 
really couldn’t complain about anything. But little did | know how things would 
turn out for me. It all started when | met Jenna... 


| was grooving to some tunes at a local club one night when | came across 
this fantastic looking girl. Now, she was certainly gifted in the chest department, 
that’s for sure. I’m thinking 34DD. Not sure if she was real or not because her 
tits did have a good amount of jiggle when she moved. She was dancing to the 
music, and oh man was she hot. She was about 5/10” — and that was without 


the heels. With her heels, she was probably 6'1”. I’ve gotta admit — tall girls are 
hot. This one was no exception. She had red hair about down to her shoulders 
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and a fantastic smile. But what | noticed right away was her body. She was slim 
and had a great ass. A tight thin waist leading into a big curvy ass — that’s what 
| like to see. Her thighs were tight and not flabby like some big-assed chicks. She 
clearly took care of herself. | can imagine it now — probably two hours daily at a 
local gym. 

| decided to buy her a drink and she was receptive. She was out looking 
for a good time after getting dumped by some loser she had dated for two years. 
Girls on the rebound are somewhat iffy. On one hand they can be an easy lay 
because they’re looking for validation, but on the other hand they could have a 
lot of emotional baggage and not want to rush into things. Despite that, though, 
| decided to have at it. She was a looker and | at least wanted to see where this 
was going to go. 

After a few drinks | realized a couple things. One, this chick was as dumb 
as a brick. In fact, | really couldn’t stand talking to her. She had nothing interesting 
to say. Another hour of talking to her and l’d probably be as brain dead as she 
was. She was a university student studying P.E.—that sums it up right there. As 
expected, she worked out each day in addition to her classes, which consisted of 
basketball, volleyball, and who knows what else. That explained the tight bod. 
Still, | really didn’t give a shit what was coming out of her mouth. What | really 
wanted was for her mouth to be wrapped around my dick. So, | kept buying her 
drinks and laughing at her stupid attempts at humor until she wanted to leave. 
Sure enough, | took her back to my place at her request. | put on the charm, the 
music, the fire, dimmed the lights and pretty soon she was ready to go. | slipped 
off her top and grabbed her tits. They were nice and squishy. Implants, but 
obviously not overfilled to the point of being hard and fake looking. It was a nice 
boob job — one of the best I’d seen, in fact. Add that to the fact this chick was 
built for sex. And my God was she a demon in bed! One of the best lays of my 
life. Her pussy was tight — which was a real surprise on a sexpot like this. I’d 
assumed she’d probably been fucked five lifetimes’ worth. She was easy to take 
home, dumb as a doorknob, and a tight little package — a recipe for an often- 
fucked chick. 

So there | was, lying in bed — completely spent. | was absolutely exhausted. 

This girl hadn’t just put the squeeze on my dick, she’d winded me 








completely. After | came, she shoved her left tit in my face and demanded that | 
start sucking. | happily obliged. | squeezed her tit and sucked her nipple like a 
newborn. After a thorough sucking, she decided to give it a go and wrapped 
those luscious lips around my dick. Let me tell you, this girl was a Hoover. Within 
a few minutes | was hard again and she mounted me with the ferocity of a wild 
cougar. She yelled at me, “I’m going to hump your brains out.” 

“Do it baby,” | said back. 

And do it she did. She lowered herself down on me, shoving her tits right 
in my face. | licked and sucked on her tits like a fat man with an oversized ice 
cream cone. She, in turn, bounced up and down, impaling herself on my dick. It 
took a while this time because | had already shot a huge load. But sure enough, 
| erupted in another orgasm — just as good as the last. 

But there was no satisfying this chick. | pushed her off me after | came, 
intent on relaxing a bit and enjoying the release. She would have none of it! She 
threw her tits in my face and asked to have another go. By this time, though, | 
was more than spent. | was practically a corpse. I’d never seen a woman with 
this kind of sexual ferocity before. | wondered when she would be satisfied. I’d 
just had probably the best fuck of my life and this girl just wasn’t ready to let up. 
She wanted more. | told her, “If you can get it up, we can have another go, but | 
don’t think that'll happen again tonight.” 

That certainly didn’t discourage her. “Please, just one more time,” she 
said as she licked and sucked and then sucked and licked. After that didn’t work, 
she stuck my dick between her tits and tried to titty-fuck my limp dick back to 
attention —which didn’t work either. | didn’t even move an inch —| just lay there, 
collapsed on my bed. After about a half hour, she gave up and we both fell asleep 
together. 


The sun was high in the sky when | woke up the next morning. | glanced 
over at my alarm clock and it said 11:14 AM. | wasn’t surprised. | was exhausted 
last night. | looked over to my left and my lay was gone. Her evening clothes 
were still strewn all over the floor, however. | figured she might be in the 
bathroom, but a quick check proved otherwise. | did, however, find her in the 
kitchen. She was wearing one of my bathrobes, and she was frying up some 
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eggs, bacon, and French toast. “Not fucking bad,” | thought to myself. Not only 
was she a great fuck, but she was cooking my breakfast for me. Not bad at all. 
It was then that | realized that | had completely forgotten her name. Not that it 
mattered much, but! didn’t want to be rude. | walked quickly back to my bedroom 
and went through her purse until | found her driver's license. “Jenna Thomson,” 
it said. It gave her vital statistics as well — blonde hair, blue eyes, 5'10”, 131 Ibs, 21 
years old. She’d obviously either died her hair red or else died her hair blonde at 
the time of the picture. | always found it funny how chicks constantly change 
their hair. 

The license didn’t give her measurements — too bad — but | guessed they 
were about 34DD-22-36. In a country run by men, you’d think the licenses would 
give women’s measurements, but oh well. She was hot and had it going on. | 
went back to the kitchen to get my breakfast and hopefully get her to leave 
without a big scene. “Morning Jenna,” | said, letting her know | remembered her 
name. 

“Hi sexy,” she said. “I cooked you breakfast, hope you don’t mind.” 

“Not at all. | love women who cook.” That was the truth. | really could 
never be with a woman who didn’t cook. I’m from the old school, just as my 
father was. In my book, women should be silent, cook for their man, keep in shape, 
and take care of the house. Of course, | did usually date women that had 
something upstairs. Its nice to be able to take your girl out and not end up brain 
dead from the conversation. The only problem is that most intelligent women 
are into their career and have their priorities all messed up. They’re never really 
into taking care of their man. 

After | finished my breakfast | told her that | had to go to work in the 
afternoon. That was a lie, but | wanted her to get the hint. It was a Saturday and 
| thought she might try and call my bluff, but she just accepted it. 

“Can | use your shower before | leave,” she asked. 

“No problem,” | said. 

After she took her shower, she dressed herself in the evening clothes she 
was wearing last night. Again, she looked like a hot piece of ass in that outfit. If 
sex could be personified, she'd be it. | drove her back to the club where her car 
was parked overnight and dropped her off. Then | did something | don’t normally 





do-l asked her for her number. 

| wasn't looking for a relationship when | took her home the night before, but 
that all changed after the sex. | wanted — no, | needed — to get some of that ass 
again. She was a damn good lay and | can see why her last boyfriend stuck with 





4 





| i | 
-750cce  l1000cc 





her for two years — even though she had nothing to say. 


“| thought you'd never ask,” she said a sly voice. “Call me anytime. | had a 
fantastic time in bed last night. We should do it again sometime.” With that, 
she turned around and walked to her car. | watched her fantastic ass swish from 
side to side as she walked — and | got hard again just watching. | was pissed that 
| didn’t fuck her again in the morning. If | had known it would have been this 
easy to get rid of her, | wouldn’t have been so worried about getting her out of 
my house. 


By the time Monday night rolled around, | was tired from a long day at 
work. | didn’t feel like trying to pick up a chick at the bars around town. | decided 
I'd try Jenna’s number. | dialed — 382-5669 — and she picked up, “Hello?” 

“Hi Jenna. It’s Tom from the club. How’re you doing?” 

“Not bad. | was wondering if you were going to call.” 

“Yeah, been busy for the last few days. But | was wondering if you’d like 
to get together tonight?” 

“Sure!” she said, giggling like a schoolgirl. “My place or yours?” 

“Mine. You remember the way over?” 

“Actually, not really. | was a little tipsy when we drove there from the 
club. To tell you the truth, my memory isn’t that great. | should have been paying 
attention when you drove me back, but what can | say?” 

“No problem,” | said. “Give me your address and I'll pick you up.” Truthfully, 
| wasn’t surprised at all. I’m surprised she could remember her own name. She 
was one dumb broad. But that didn’t matter. As long as she kept her mouth 
either shut or on my dick, | didn’t mind. 

When | picked her up, she was wearing a hot form-fitting blue dress. The 
dress’ neckline plunged generously. Additionally, she coupled the dress with a 
bra that was obviously designed to present her tits for inspection. This girl may 
be stupid, but she knows what she’s got and she knows how to use it. 








“Whoa Jenna, babe, you look amazing,” | said. 

“Thanks,” she said, giggling back at me. “Do you like my outfit? | wore it 
just for you.” She looked at my pants and saw my tent. “I think Mr. Happy likes 
it,” she giggled at me. 

“Damn straight,” | said. “He likes everything about you babe.” With that, 
she unbuttoned my jeans and stuck her hand down my pants — grabbing my 
package. She wiggled it free and then preceded to give me a blowjob, right as | 
was driving back to the house. | was astounded. This girl knew how to please. 
She sucked me to orgasm and then swallowed every bit- making sure to lick me 
clean. She didn’t spill a drop — obviously experienced in this sort of thing. 

When we got back to my place, | told her to chill for an hour while | 
regained my strength. She knew what | meant and left me alone. | had a beer 
and finished off one of my DVDs. When | was ready for some more action, | found 
her butt-ass naked right there in my bed. She came in to kiss me and | noticed 
she used some of my mouthwash to get the cum smell out of her breath — very 
considerate. 

We fucked the night away just like last Saturday. | was in pussy heaven. 
This girl was amazing. The perfect fucktoy. | was pleased to no end. 


We continued like that for about eight weeks. Eventually she moved in. 
Now, normally | wouldn’t allow a chick to bunk at my place, but in this case, | 
made an exception. She was the perfect girlfriend. She was available at my beck 
and call. We had sex whenever | felt like it- she never turned me down. In fact, 
she did everything | asked. She cooked, cleaned, did my laundry — everything! 
During the days she went to school and took care of my house, and | went to 
work. During the nights, we fucked until | could take it no more. She was always 
ready for more. That tight gym-hardened body could go on and on. She was the 
fucking Energizer bunny — she kept going and going and going. 

Not only was she always available for sex, but she also kept quiet and 
didn’t disturb me at work or when | wanted to watch television. I’m telling you, 
| was the luckiest guy in the world. | was totally content. Well, almost totally 
content. 

Don’t get me wrong, this girl was the hottest thing I’d ever seen, but | 
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still wished she had some more up top. As | said earlier, I’m a convicted breast 
man -I won't deny it. So, one day when | felt like a little conversation, | asked her 
about one of my favorite subjects — tits. 

“So, babe, tell me — why'd you decide to get implants?” 

“| didn’t. My last boyfriend thought I’d look good with a bigger rack, so 
he set it up.” 

“You didn’t mind,” | asked. 

“No, | don’t care,” she giggled. “He paid for them. And if bigger boobies 
are gonna make my man happy, why not? Oh, but | did ask him to get me some 
more tops afterwards, because all my old stuff wouldn't fit.” 

Holy shit, | thought to myself. Is that all it takes for this chick to go under 
the knife? “So, if | asked you to get some bigger implants, would you go for that,” 
| asked. 

“If that'll help our relationship, sure. You know | love you Tom. l’d do 
anything,” she said with an absolutely sincere look on her face. 

“You are such a doll. And you | love you too, babe,” | lied. “I can’t help it, | 
love big-breasted women. And | think you know it with the kind of attention | 
give to your two honeydews.” 

“| kinda guessed,” she said, smiling. “Well, here we go again. Just let me 
know when you make the appointment so that | can call my professors and get 
sometime off from my classes. You can’t exercise for a few weeks after implants, 
you know.” 

“No problem, babe,” | said. 


| spent the next week calling plastic surgeons, including the one that did 
her first set. | was royally disappointed. It seems the best anyone could do was 
850cc implants overfilled to perhaps 1000cc or so. No one would go bigger. | was 
devastated. Here | was, with a girl who would do whatever | asked and probably 
go as big as | asked and | could only get her up to 1000ccs. She already had 500cc 
implants, but there were FDA regulations that prevented women from going 
really big. | was completely distraught. In fact, manufacturers didn’t even make 
jumbo size implants! 

Nevertheless, | booked her for a surgery over the holidays so that | 








wouldn't interfere with her schooling —if you can call a daily regimen of volleyball, 
basketball, and weight training schooling. As we were driving to the surgeon, | 
heard her first misgivings. 

“Tom, do you think l'Il be too big,” she asked. 

“Nah, you'll be sexy as hell. You'll see, they'll turn out great. 1000ccs isn’t 
even that large,” | said, hoping she’d buy my bullshit. 

“Really, you think?” 

“Sure. I’ve dated girls with way bigger implants than that,” | lied again. | 
only wished I’d dated a 1000cc stacked tit-queen. “You'll see. | bet no one will 
even notice the difference. You're really only accentuating your curves — giving 
them a little definition.” 

“Ok, honey. I’m sure you know best,” she said as she smiled back at me 
with those sexy lips. 

“Don’t you worry your pretty little head. Leave the thinking in this 
relationship to me. You're going to overload that sexy little head of yours with 
all that worrying.” With that, she finally quieted down and accepted her fate. In 
about two hours, she’d be my new ultra-stacked fucktoy. | couldn’t wait. 

The surgery went smooth and Jenna was delivered to me by the surgeon 
with a load of cloth wrapped around her breasts. The surgeon gave me 
instructions to keep her medicated for the pain and that she should take it easy 
for a few weeks — no exercise until she recovered. Jenna was extremely groggy 
and she fell into and out of consciousness. 

| drove her back to my house and set her up on the bed and just stared. 
Her breasts were just magnificent. It looked like two volleyballs had been wrapped 
underneath her chest. Her chest heaved up and down with her breathing and | 
felt like unwrapping her and mounting her right there, but | respected the doctor’s 
orders. | kept her medicated and after a few days she finally started feeling better. 


We returned to the doctor’s about a week later and he removed the wrap 
and | saw her new tits in all their glory. They were fantastic. The swelling had 
gone down considerably, but her tits were still amazing. They were each 
somewhat larger than the size of a big cantaloupe and they projected off her 
chest to an amazing degree. Since the implant was severely overfilled, her tits 
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had a very round shape. They were high and oh so firm. The doctor assured me 
that they’d drop over the next few months and that her skin would stretch to 
accommodate them — making them more pliable. And although her sexy boob- 
jiggle would return to some extent, with overfilled implants, it wouldn’t be as 
pronounced as before. A small price to pay for some nice ripe tit-melons. 

After a little more recovery, | decided it was time to go shopping for my 
new princess. She would obviously need some new clothes and | was anxious to 
get her some. | went with her to the local upscale department store and | 
motioned for a sales lady to come over and assist us. Her eyes almost fell out 
over their sockets when she saw my Jenna. “My girl here just got a breast 
augmentation and she’s going to need some new clothing. | want you to outfit 
her with the whole gamut. She'll need a cocktail dress, some everyday clothes, 
workout clothing, new undergarments — the works. I'll return in two hours and | 
expect to have everything ready to go.” 

| was getting fitted for a new suit since | had a function at work to 
celebrate my new promotion to Chief Operating Officer of my company. | was 
going to show up to the event in-style and with my newly implanted trophy of a 
girlfriend. At 32, | was one of the youngest executives in the company and about 
to become a whole lot richer. 

The sales clerk replied, “Yes, sir. We'll have your girlfriend ready to go by 
the time you’re back.” She smiled at me and knew that this girl was my prize. 


| returned two hours later to find Jenna dressed in her evening wear 
looking like an absolute doll. The dress she had on was tight around her waist 
and stomach, showing the world just how hard she worked to keep slim. Going 
up, the dress expanded out like I’d never seen before. It covered the bottom half 
of her breasts and kept her nipples hidden from view. The bra that she had on 
was obviously designed to push her breasts together because there was a huge 
shelf of tit just bulging out of the top of the dress. The dress was designed to 
show a generous amount of eye-popping cleavage and it was doing just that. 

“We had it modified right here in-store,” said the clerk. “I hope you 
approve.” 

“Damn right | approve,” | remarked. “We'll take it.” Jenna changed back 








into her daytime clothes and we both carried the bags of clothes out of the store. 
Not only did she have some excellent evening wear, but a whole new wardrobe’s 
worth of clothing. It almost maxed out my Amex, but with my next fat executive- 
sized paycheck right around the corner, | wasn’t worrying. 

The next week went by at breakneck speed. | was consistently busy at 
work with my new responsibilities, but most of all, | was looking forward to Friday, 
which is when | would introduce my girlfriend to my co-workers at the cocktail 
party celebrating my promotion. I’d heard stories about the wives/girlfriends/ 
mistresses of the other executives, but I’d never met any of them in person. | had 
a picture of my sexy lady at my desk and some of my co-workers had remarked 
about how amazing she looked. That picture was taken before her new set of 
tits, though. 

My Jenna may have been busty before, but now busty didn’t even describe 
it. She was positively stacked. Other women had chests — she had a big fat rack. 
And | loved it. Each day | came home from work, my dinner was always waiting 
for me. After dinner, I'd either relax with a beer, the TV, and a blowjob or else if | 
wasn't completely drained, we’d have wild animal sex. 

Jenna wasn't just like any horny 21-year old either. She was dedicated to 
her work — which was being the best lay ever. Every day she seemed to have 
some new moves or want to try a new position. | never got tired of sex with her. 
And she was always immaculately dressed whenever | got home from work. She 
dolled herself up for me every day — it didn’t matter if we were going out or not. 
She always had her hair done, some nice clothes on, and makeup and perfume 
were always applied. 

Not once did | ever come home and see her in a robe or a tee shirt or 
anything else that most of my ex-girlfriends would wear around the house. She 
was always pristine and she always looked like she was ready to hit the town. 
She was the perfect woman. She had learned to speak only when spoken to and 
always treated me with respect — showing humility and deference to me at all 
times. She took my commands in stride and | never had to ask her something 
twice. She was perfectly submissive. 


When Friday rolled around, | came home and Jenna and | had our first 
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fuck of the evening right there in the shower. It was amazing to watch Jenna in 
the shower. It took her a good amount of time to soap up her massive rack, which 
| was happy to rub clean. | buried my face in her breasts, sucking her nipples and 
fingering her clit, bringing her to orgasm right there in the shower. 

After cleaning up, we both dressed and prepared for an evening with my 
co-workers who were soon about to become immensely jealous of my hot little 
sex kitten. As always, Jenna looked fantastic in her new evening dress. Her breasts 
had finally regained some of their lost jiggle and my eyes were treated to a 
pleasant parade of jiggling breast-flesh as she walked from the house to my car 
in her high heels. 

When we arrived at work | opened her car door for her, just as any 
gentlemen would be expected to do. She had always treated me with respect 
and reverence in my home and | had no qualms with treating her like a lady 
when we were out. She may be a giggling idiot, but she can conduct herself like 
a lady. 

All eyes were on us, or rather — her, when we walked into the party. | 
smiled and greeted the other executives and introduced them to my Jenna. She 
smiled politely and said hello to everyone | introduced her to. She took all the 
compliments very well and just gave a slight laugh or deferred to me when | 
replied. 

“Now | see why Tom never wants to work late when you're at home,” my 
co-workers would remark. 

The women at the party were clearly not happy to see Jenna, however. 
They shot icy glares and would elbow their husbands or boyfriends if they stared 
at Jenna’s protruding rack for too long. When the executives called me over for a 
cigar and some brandy, the CFO remarked, “Jesus, Tom, | knew you liked them 
large but she’s just over-the-top. Small children could get lost in there. Where’d 
you find her? A strip joint?” 

“Not at all. She’s a student at the university. Studying P.E. I’d never date a 
stripper, but | admit it- I do like ‘em big.” 

The CEO remarked, “You know, when she starts teaching the kids, they'll 
think she’s smuggling the volleyballs under her shirt.” Everyone got a laugh, 








including myself. 

| left the party after quite a few drinks and speeches by the executives, 
wishing me luck in my new position as COO. After Jenna and | left, she remarked 
to me, “Tom, the women you work with hated me.” 

“No, babe, that’s not it at all. They’re just jealous. Besides, | don’t care 
what they think. All the executives loved you. In fact, a few asked if you had a 
twin sister. So don’t worry about those bitches at the party.” 

“Ok, hon,” she said, accepting my consoling words. 


Jenna returned to her classes a week later after the winter break ended. 
| was somewhat disappointed to see her go back because during the Christmas 
holiday she stayed home and took care of my house. She didn’t get a moment's 
rest during the break. She was either cleaning, cooking, or fucking from dawn to 
dusk. She always had a great attitude as well — never complaining about a thing. 
| never heard her backtalk and she always did what | asked. She cooked me up an 
excellent Christmas turkey dinner and | stuffed myself full. Jenna, always mindful 
of her figure, passed on the feast and ate one of her typical salads. 

The problems started when she returned back to school. It seems that 
most of the other girls in her P.E. program were a little insecure about their own 
meager bustlines and so they felt the need to rag on my Jenna. One little bitch in 
particular decided to start causing trouble. 

“Look at Jenna’s boobs. They look like they're about to explode out of her 
sports bra. Have you ever seen anyone that big,” she would gossip to her 
classmates. Eventually, Jenna was getting icy looks from all the girls in the P.E. 
program. None of the guys, however, seemed to mind. In fact, | wasn’t too pleased 
with the new attention she was getting from those other guys. 

Now, | don’t have a rock hard body by any means, but | try to keep in 
shape. Noone respects a fat man at work or in life. But some of these meatheads 
in the P.E. program were Seriously built. | was worried about my girl around those 
steroid-popping animals. | decided to pop-by one day unannounced and take 
my Jenna to lunch. | didn’t really care about having lunch with her; | was more 
interested to see who she was with at school. 

There’s one thing | don’t stand for and that’s a cheating whore. | was 
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with this one girl once who cheated and that was the end. l'Il never be with a 
bitch that cheats. Now, | didn’t suspect Jenna was cheating, but one can never 
really know with a girl like that. She was a walking human billboard for sex. To 


most red-blooded heterosexual males, tits as big as she had just scream out 
“Grab me!” 








When | caught up with her at school, she was still in her noon class. | saw 
her playing volleyball and my God it was an amazing sight to see. Her melon- 
sized tits were bouncing and jiggling in every direction as Jenna bounced up and 
down, hitting the volleyball. | was convinced that NASA engineers designed her 
sports bra because it held those puppies in, even though they were desperate to 
pop out. 

| also noticed that Jenna was getting an inordinate amount of play. | 
soon discovered why. It seemed that any time any of the men got the ball it was 
either served or set right to Jenna so that a bouncing display of jiggling saline 
and tit-flesh would result. Her bra had no chance of stopping her rack from 
wiggling around, but it did manage to hold ‘em in. 

| wasn't the only one watching the volleyball game either. Apparently 
the P.E. department volleyball class had become quite the popular spot as of 
late. There must have been two hundred students just standing around staring 
right at Jenna. No surprise there. Everyone was elbowing each other and pointing 
at Jenna, amazed atthe sight of an uber-busty sexpot jiggling and bouncing her 
way through the game. | was no exception, either. My eyes were absolutely 
transfixed on her tits as they bobbed up and down. Chesty women can put men 
— especially breast-men such as myself — into a state of hypnosis. 

As the game wrapped up, | watched from afar as several of the meatheads 
decided to try and hit on Jenna. She smiled politely, but quickly rebuffed all their 
advances. | watched as she headed back to the locker room and was followed by 
an entourage of drooling men — all hoping to get lucky and score with my piece 
of ass. Thank goodness she wouldn't have any of it. After Jenna showered and 
dressed she exited the locker room and found me waiting for her. 

“Hi kitten,” I said. “Great game. You certainly got a lot of play.” 

“Thanks. l'm exhausted. | was just about to get some lunch,” she replied. 
“Come on, lIl take you out.” We left campus and went to a nice Italian place 
downtown. | told her that my feelings for her were getting stronger each day 
and that | was glad our relationship had gotten more serious. | asked if she'd like 
to spend the summer with me in my Caribbean beach house. 
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“Of course, silly. | love the beach — almost as much as | love you. Tell me, 
what’s a Caribbean beach house. | know what a normal beach house is,” she 
asked — brain obviously working overtime here. 

“The Caribbean Sea is south of the United States and east of Mexico and 
Costa Rica. There are hundreds of islands — each a tropical paradise. You'll love 
it.” 

“Oh, ok. So your beach house is on an island. Wow,” she said, “how 
romantic.” 

“Thought you’d like it, cupcakes,” | replied. 


The next few months seemed to fly by. | was busy at work improving 
company operations and busy at home fucking Jenna’s brains out. With my new 
fat paychecks, | could finally afford a few more luxuries. | started having Jenna 
picked up by a driver after her class so she wouldn't be hassled by all the 
meatheads at school. | also built on an addition to my house -a spectacular new 
master bedroom. | had in-wall speakers installed, multicolored track lighting 
above the bed, and a new jumbo king-sized bed that was custom made. On 
Jenna’s side, one section of the bed had two melon-sized indentations built into 
the mattress so that Jenna could comfortably sleep on her stomach without 
getting smothered by her own tits. 

When summer rolled around, | took four weeks vacation from work and 
Jenna and | flew out to our beach house in Bocas del Toro. The beach house was 
modest. It was about 1500 sq. ft. and was constructed back in 1999. It was built 
by an architect from Bali who specialized in tropical construction. The gardens 
were tended by my full-time gardener who took immaculate care of all the plants. 
| purchased my property in Bocas before | became wealthy and let me tell you, 
Bocas is the last undiscovered Caribbean island. The Bahamas, Anguilla, Bermuda, 
Barbados, St. Kitts & Nevis — they’re all expensive. Bocas is still cheap and 
“ordinary Joe six-packs” can still purchase cheap land. You can get beachfront 
land for $5000 / acre. |’m not joking. | snatched up a few acres and built myself 
anice villa using local crews and my Bali architect for under $100,000. The most 
expensive part was running electricity and water lines out to the property, but 








that was under $10,000. By the time | was finished, | had a spectacular villa with 
a full-time gardener and maid — each who made under $200 per month. 

When | wasn’t there, | rented out my villa to gringos and expatriates on 
vacation from Costa Rica. That paid for the upkeep and made me a little money 
on the side. The great thing about Bocas is that the chicks have no idea what 
you paid for your property. They’re thinking beachfront land goes for $40,000 
per sq. ft. and they have no fucking clue you only paid five grand for your lot. 
Of course, Jenna didn’t have a fucking clue about anything outside her own 
hometown. | could have told her | had a place in the Caribbean and then flown 
to Tokyo and she’d have thought the Caribbean was a big city. She really has no 
clue. But | digress. 

We arrived in Bocas on the small prop plane that took off from David. 
The flight was short and | was ready to relax with my two flesh globes and the 
woman they were attached to. But | also had an ulterior motive for bringing my 
Jenna here. | was gonna pump up her fat tits even more. 


Several months back | phoned up the plastic surgeon | used for Jenna 
and | asked him if he’d like to spend a few weeks in the Caribbean with his own 
beach house — at my expense. | told him he’d have the use of my house, my 
maid, gardener, and a chef. | told the surgeon that | was extremely pleased with 
his work and | wanted to do him a favor. Like any smart man, he agreed. He 
returned a few weeks later with a nice tan and wife who wouldn't stop singing 
him praises for the excellent get-away. 

“Let me tell you, Tom, the water was fantastic. It was crystal clear. And 
all the tropical birds right out my window — just amazing. My wife wants to have 
you and Jenna over for dinner. She just couldn’t get enough of Bocas. She was 
devastated when we had to head home,” the surgeon told me. 

“Glad you liked the place, Mike. Did you have a chance to take a look at 
the clinic in Bocas? What did you think,” | asked. 

“| took a look about a week after we arrived. It was clean and it had almost 
everything a clinic here in the States would have. But | wouldn't advise any 
patients to go in for surgery there. | did, however, get a chance to explore Panama 
City a bit and the hospital there is first-rate. If you’re interested in investing in 
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medical facilities, you should talk with the people who run the hospital. Clinics 
are nice, but the big money is in surgeries, transplants, and other major 
operations,” Mike explained, thinking that the reason | asked him to check out 
the medical facilities in the country was so that | could invest. 

“Actually, Mike, | had sort of an ulterior motive for having you check out 
the facilities in Panama,” | replied. 

“Oh,” he asked — somewhat confused. 

Now, Dr. Mike Jeffords was a good guy — real devoted to client service. | 
liked him quite a bit. When | originally asked him about giving Jenna a set of 
mega breast implants, he immediately knew my story. He had done quite a few 
surgeries for “guys like me” who liked their girls top heavy. He had obviously 
heard my complaints before. He told me about the FDA and how it was impossible 
to get ultralarge implants in the United States. Even if | was to buy an implant 
from overseas, no US hospital would allow it to be implanted in their facility. 
The FDA, by decree, had set the maximum US breast size at 850cc overfilled to 
about 1000ccs or so. 

Dr. Mike explained that if there was a girl in the US with implants bigger 
than 1000ccs, she didn’t get her tits stateside. | was devastated at the time, but 
| did have an idea about how to remedy the problem. And Dr. Mike was going to 
help. | sent him to Panama and had him check out the facilities there to see if 
they’d be acceptable. Now that Panama City’s hospitals fit the bill, | knew I'd be 
able to fatten up Jenna’s rack to my kind of size. 

“Mike, | wanted you to check out Panama because when | take Jenna 
down there this summer, I'd like to buy her a new set of implants,” | explained. 
“I see,” Mike replied. “Well, | don’t see that as being a problem. There are many 
capable surgeons there that would be -,” he said right before | cut him off. 

“No, Mike. | want you to do it. I like your work, Jenna likes your work, and 
we want you to do her next set of implants,” | told him. “How’d you and the wife 
like to take another trip to Bocas in a few more months. You can relax and enjoy 
yourself and then finish off the trip in Panama City with my girl on the table.” 

“Well, | can certainly speak for my wife and tell you that she’d be happy 
to go. But just what did you have in mind for the implants? | know you want to 
go bigger, but just how much larger is Jenna willing to go? At some point, they’re 








going to become a chore to manage,” he said, genuinely concerned for Jenna. He 
knew | was a breast fanatic, but he had no idea about what | was going to say 
next. 

“Let me tell you about what | think a good size for Jenna would be...” 


“Jenna baby,” | called out, “Can you toss me the phone?” Jenna grabbed 
my cell phone from the counter and lobbed it to me underhanded. Her upper 
arm smacked the bottom of her right tit and caused a fair amount of jiggling — 
not as much as before the 1000cc implants, but enough to still stiffen me up. | 
made a call on my cell to Dr. Mike, who was already in Panama City waiting for 
me and Jenna to show up the next day. | assured him that we'd be there in the 
afternoon and a hotel was already booked for Jenna’s recovery. 

“Is she prepared for the operation? Any last minute jitters?” Dr. Mike 
asked. 

“Sure she is,” | lied. “She’s looking forward to it.” In fact, | hadn’t yet told 
Jenna about our planned excursion to Panama City or her upcoming operation. 
I'd give her the news tonight, but | didn’t want to worry Dr. Mike. 

“Great,” Dr. Mike replied. “TIl see you tomorrow then. My wife sends her 
regards.” 

“Ok, see you then,” | said. 

Dr. Mike was an excellent surgeon and | had no doubt he'd doa great job 
on Jenna the second time around. Dr. Mike’s wife was a walking advertisement 
for his work. Even though they were both over 50, Mrs. Jeffords didn’t look a day 
over 35. Mike told me once that she'd been on the operating table over 18 times 
and | believed it. Not only did she have a wrinkle-free face, but her body was 
trim, she sported a set of very natural looking D-cup breasts, and her lips were 
luscious. She’d obviously taken advantage of the benefits of having a plastic 
surgeon as a husband. And who could blame her? Dr. Mike was good at what he 
did. | was really looking forward to tomorrow's procedure. 

| decided I’d break the news to Jenna over a romantic dinner that was 
prepared by our chef. In my villa at Bocas, Jenna actually didn’t have much to do 
during the day. The maid took care of the housework, the gardener took care of 
the grounds, and the cook fixed up all the meals. Jenna took advantage of the 
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time to work on her tan in the 
warmth of the tropical sun. When 
` dinnertime rolled around, we both 
_ returned to our villa to find the 
fe table set anda romantic dinner for 

* two already prepared by my chef. 

“Jenna, tomorrow we're going to 
go to Panama City fora very special 
visit,” | told her. “I’ve arranged fora 
very nice gift for my special girl.” 
“Really,” she asked, obviously 
intrigued. 

“Yes. I’ve flown in Dr. Mike from 
back home and he’s going to give 
you a brand new set of breast 
implants.” 

Jenna’s eyes opened wide in 
surprise as she heard me say that. 
She was obviously shocked. “Oh,” 
she remarked in a somewhat 
worried tone. “But why? Nothing’s 
wrong, right?” 

“No worries, cutie,” | said, 
reassuring her. “We’re just going to 
change them out for some new 
ones that were custom made for 
just you — instead of those pre-made ones | bought you back in the States.” 
“Oh, ok,” she said, her fear somewhat relieved by my explanation. “As long as 
there’s nothing wrong. So, these were made just for me?” 

“That’s right,” | said, obviously excited. “I had them custom made by a 
manufacturer in Europe — just like where all your clothes come from. They're of 
much better quality, they have a better shape, and they have a very special feature 
that allows them to be filled up after the operation without any additional 











surgery. So, in the future, you can go bigger without any more surgery. Third 
time’s the charm.” 

“Oh,” she remarked, obviously shocked by that last part. This | expected. 

“But | think I’m pretty big already. I’m already bigger than everyone in 
my class.” 

“Well of course you are bigger than everyone in your class,” | said, raising 
my voice. “They're still girls. You're a woman. You’re my woman and my woman 
deserves the best. How you look is a reflection on me and my success. | want you 
to always look your best.” 

“You don’t like how | look?” she asked, puzzled and disappointed by my 
response. | could see the tears start to flare up. 

“Now, now baby... you know that isn’t true,” | said. | walked over and 
hugged her, pulling her head to my chest and running my fingers through her 
hair. “You know | think you’re beautiful. I’m the one who should feel bad. | bought 
you implants that weren’t top quality and | feel really guilty about it. | want only 
the best for you. Please, let me buy you the best.” 

“Ok,” she said, tears crawling out of her eyes. “I trust you.” 
| consoled her and spent the next fifteen minutes making her feel like my princess 
once again. | had an idea she’d react like this. She had a few misgivings about 
the last procedure and | could tell she wasn’t really thrilled about going larger. 
We fell asleep that night in each other's arms. She was a little worried about the 
day to come, but | was ecstatic. By this time tomorrow night, my girl would have 
quite a bit more up top. 


Jenna had a worried look on her face as she changed into her gown for 
surgery. | saw to it that the anesthesiologist arrived early and put her under 
general anesthesia before Dr. Mike arrived to see Jenna. | didn’t want Jenna 
expressing any last minute misgivings in the operating room as Dr. Mike was 
preparing to operate. | also made sure that Jenna signed the consent form and | 
handed the form to Dr. Mike when he arrived. 

“She was just so anxious to get started,” | said. 

“Well, | was planning on speaking with her before the operation, but | 
guess everything’s in order. l'Il bring her down after I’m done,” Dr. Mike informed 
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me. Right as Dr. Mike started walking away, he suddenly stopped and then turned 
around. “Wait a minute. This consent form says 3000cc. | thought this was going 
to be 1800cc — 800cc bigger than what she has already.” 

“What can | say,” | told him. “At the last minute she told me that 1800cc 
just wasn’t adequate and that she wanted to all the way to 3000.” When Dr. 
Mike had originally asked me how large she wanted to go, | said somewhere in 
the neighborhood of 1800, which brought him to a complete shock when the 
form indicated 3000cc. 

“Well, | just can’t do that,” Dr. Mike replied. “The entire purpose for 
adjustable implants is to fill them later after the skin has stretched. There’s just 
no way to stretch the skin this much in one operation. The absolute maximum | 
can go is 2500cc. She can have the other 500cc pumped in a few months later 
when the skin has had time to stretch.” 

“She'll be disappointed, but obviously safety must come first,” | said. | 
was relived that Dr. Mike was wheeling her away to get her new tits. | almost 
thought | wouldn't be able to pull it off. But | did. Jenna, predictably, didn’t read 
the consent form and just signed it without reading it. She figured she’d probably 
end up a little larger, but I’m guessing she wasn’t counting on being two and a 
half times bigger than she was — and five times bigger than her first set of DD 
implants. 

When Dr. Mike finished surgery, | came up to see Jenna waiting in post- 
op. She was an amazing sight to behold. Sure enough, the familiar cloth wrap 
was there. This time, though, it rising much higher on her chest and a whole lot 
more cloth was needed to wrap up her new boobs. 

Dr. Mike came down to post-op to brief me on the surgery, “The surgery 
went quite well. | was able to remove the old implants and insert the new ones 
with a minimum of trouble. Her skin was quite pliable, which was good. I’m 
pleased to see that she kept up a regimen of Vitamin E lotion on the breasts. 
That certainly helped.” 

Dr. Mike continued, “You'll need to make sure she gets a good amount of 
rest over the next day or two. She won't feel like doing much of anything. Her 
breasts are going to be very tender for a little while and you'll need to make sure 








she’s in a comfortable position. Standing up will be difficult for her for a few 
days. Each one of her breasts weighs a little more than eight pounds now. She’s 
a very strong girl, but her back muscles are going to need some work to support 
her new load. She has to steer clear of bras for the immediate future, so make 
sure she works on her back exercises once she feels up to it. Call me if there are 
any problems.” 

The Panamanian nurse who was tending to Jenna saw me and shook 
her head in disapproval. She whispered something in Jenna’s ear — no doubt 
about me. But | really couldn’t care less. Jenna was still groggy from the 
anesthesia and | doubt whether she would remember what that nurse had said. 
| wheeled her out of the hospital to a car that was waiting for us and took her to 
the hotel room where she would recover for the next day or two. 

When Jenna finally came to in the hotel, she looked at her breasts and 
began to cry. | actually expected this, so | went over to console her. It didn’t help. 
She obviously wasn’t pleased with the operation, but | knew that she’d come 
around given some time. She didn’t even really say anything. She just cried some 
more and then fell back to sleep. 

|, on the other hand, was extremely pleased with the result. Her breasts 
looked fantastic- even though | couldn't yet see them underneath all that tightly 
wrapped cloth. Each one of her tits was a bit larger than her head — a product of 
swelling. By my estimates, her tits would be only slightly smaller than her head 
by the time the swelling went down. 

They were truly magnificent — bigger than | ever could have hoped for in 
a girl. | never, not in my wildest dreams, actually believed that I’d end up witha 
girl the size of Jenna. Sure, | could hire a busty escort for a night, but | never 
figured I'd end up with a girl this big for myself. | was very pleased with myself at 
this point. Jenna was now everything | wanted her to be. She was beautiful, 
submissive, domestic, respectful, and now she was finally the owner of a world- 
class rack. | really couldn’t ask for anything more. | was finally content! 


For the next three days Jenna didn’t speak a word to me. She only nodded 
yes or no when | asked her a question. Her mood was solemn and she seemed 
quite depressed. If we were back in the States, she probably would have left me 
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as soon as she regained her strength, but she was here in Panama. She was in 
my villa on an island where the only person she knew was me. She really had no 
choice but to stay with me. 

When she started talking again, she’d only say a few choice words like, 
“How could you?” Or she'd say, “I can’t believe you did this to me.” | didn’t dignify 
her questions with a response. | only smiled back at her. | was waiting for her to 
overcome her gloom. 

Things started to change, however, after the second week. All of a sudden 
she seemed to get her spirits back. She lost her mood and became much more 
cheerful. | don’t know if it was something in the air, but | finally had my old 
Jenna back once again. We finally had a good talk about her fantastic new assets. 
In fact, it happened right after a very strange incident that she had. 

One day very early she left our villa and headed out into the forest. She 
just left a note on the table that said she was going to visit a local medicine man 
who could help her with her back pain. Nothing else was written. She didn’t 
arrive back home until very late that night. When she got back, though, she was 
a changed person. Apparently her pain was gone and so was her bad attitude. 

“I’m glad you’re speaking to me again, babydoll. | was really worried 
there,” | said to her. 

“l'm sorry. | just wasn’t expecting to end up so... big. | really didn’t know 
what to make of it. | knew you liked me large, but I’m just so huge now. I’m just 
so huge.” 

“I know, baby. But trust me, you look fantastic. I’m having real trouble 
taking my eyes off you now. You're just sooo sexy. I’m at a loss for words.” 

“You don’t think I’m too big?” 

“Not at all. You’re perfect. You'll see. Guys will be lining up just to steal a 
glance at you.” 

“I’m glad you like the way | look Tom, but | just think | look like some 
freak. | was huge before and now... l'm just bigger than huge. | mean, | can’t even 
see my feet anymore.” 

“They're slender and very cute. The nails are painted and look fantastic. In fact, | 
can arrange for a pedicure.” 
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“That’s not what | meant! | know what my feet look like. I just have to bend over 
just to glance at them. My boobs are just so big they take up so much space. 
They get in the way of me seeing the ground.” 

“ld rather look at your chest than the ground any day of the week,” | 
replied. 

“Come on, be serious,” she snapped back. 

“lam serious,” | told her. “Frankly, | think you look fantastic. | wouldn't have it 
any other way. Your breasts are the highlight of my day and you've got nothing 
to worry about, babe. In a few weeks, you'll feel like you’ve had them your whole 
life.” 

Thank God that Jenna had returned to normal. We were finally engaging 
in vigorous sex once again, the cloth wrap came off her tits at the end of the 
week, and the swelling had gone down somewhat. Her breasts were healing 
marvelously — better than her second operation. By now Jenna was a pro at this. 
This was her third time and she was used to the whole procedure. Although she 
continued to express misgivings over her absolutely enormous size, | continued 
to placate her with my reassurances. 


| decided that an extra week or two in Bocas wouldn't hurt either of us, 
so | called my work and extended my vacation by two weeks. This gave us a full 
six weeks here in the Panama’s nice tropical sun. The last week we headed up to 
mountains of Boquete for some hiking and cool weather. We returned to Panama 
City to catch the plane back to our connecting flight in Miami and then on home. 
When Jenna arrived home, her eyes brightened somewhat because | had a whole 
new wardrobe of clothes picked out for her. | also had as many of her old clothes 
as possible tailored so that they'd fit her enormous chest. Her new custom-made 
bras were also waiting. Everything was neatly arranged in Jenna’s walk-in closet 
and she seemed happy that I'd already taken care of her clothing problem. | paid 
a fortune for all those new clothes, but it was worth it. 
The simple smile on her face and the growing acceptance she was having to her 
new breasts was all | needed to make it all worthwhile. Not to mention the fact 
that Jenna gave me an amazing little modeling performance with her new 
clothes. She certainly knew how to show off those new tits of hers — she knew 








what | liked to see. 


Her bra size was now beyond any conventional measurement. In fact, 
her tits were so large that they could really only be described in terms of sporting 
equipment. They were somewhat larger than volleyball-sized — about as big as 
Jenna’s head. They were very round and they projected off her chest to an 
amazing degree. They were very heavy, but Jenna had been working on her back 
exercises to increase her back muscles. She was doing quite well, in fact. 

| could tell that her back muscles weren't quite all the way there, however. 
Many times she’d just feel exhausted and she’d sit at a table or counter and rest 
her oversized tits on the surface. Other times | would see her holding her breasts 
up with her arms, as if she was cradling a child. By the end of the day her back 
was always extremely sore, so ld made it a habit to try and give her back 
massages at night -to try and relax her muscles before she went to bed. 

One thing Jenna really found invaluable was our custom-made mattress 
that allowed her to sleep on her stomach with her huge knockers resting inside 
the indentations in the mattress. She found this extremely comfortable and it 
allowed her to sleep without a huge amount of pressure on her chest — which 
can be dangerous to healthy breathing. 

Over the next few weeks, Jenna seemed to adapt comfortably to her new 
situation. She still was quite shy about going out in public, however, and preferred 
to stay at home. | always had a hard time convincing her to go out and return to 
her normal schedule of running errands during the day and going to the gym to 
work out. Since she had no classes during the summer, she wasn’t getting any 
exercise at school. | capitulated and bought her some exercise equipment that 
she could use at home. 

Honestly, though, | was somewhat worried about her lack of interest in 
going out of the house. I’d continue to take her to dinner and to various events 
around town and she always seemed uncomfortable. | really didn’t understand 
it. | mean, she was the center of attention when she had her 1000cc implants 
and she didn’t seem to mind it then. | didn’t understand why she was so shy all 
of a sudden. Finally, | brought it up with her after we got home from a restaurant 
one evening. 
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“Jenna, honey, what’s troubling you? Why have you been so shy lately,” | 
asked her. “You never like to go out any more.” 

“| don’t feel comfortable in my own skin anymore. | mean, | look like a 
circus freak. | don’t even feel sexy anymore. | was really big before and before | 
looked really good. | felt sexy before. But now... | don’t feel like that anymore.” 

“Trust me, baby, you look better than before. Give it another couple weeks. 
You'll start to feel better.” 


Things improved somewhat, but Jenna still didn’t like to go out of the 
house by herself for an extended period of time. She’d make quick trips to the 
grocery store, but she didn’t feel like she could just run to the mall for a quick 
day of shopping by herself. She always insisted that | come with her. Whereas 
before she could hide her endowments or dress them down so that she wasn’t 
the center of attention all the time, there was just simply no way to hide the 11 
pounds of tit that was protruding straight off her body. 

In fact, her tits were so large and so wide that they took up the entire 
width of her torso and then some. They were so large now that, bra or not, they 
were permanently mashed together forming an impressive amount of cleavage. 
They spilled over her torso, and the sides of her breasts could actually be seen 
from behind her when she raised her arms over her head. There was no hiding or 
disguising them. Whenever Jenna left the house, the world seemed to stop 
whatever it was doing and look at her. It made her very uncomfortable. 

Before her latest augmentation, she would get quite a few stares, but 
people would realize their rudeness and glance away after a few seconds — most 
people, anyway. Now, however, people just didn’t bother. Jenna was like the 
walking traffic accident that people couldn’t turn their faces away from. It didn’t 
matter that it made Jenna uncomfortable — in the world’s eyes Jenna wasn’t 
really a person anymore. She was a set of walking tits that demanded their 
attention and amazement. People didn’t even try to hide the fact that they were 
astounded with her rack. Crowds of people openly pointed at her — children 
especially. 

Wives and girlfriends didn’t even try to avert their men’s eyes anymore. 
They both just stared, open mouthed, at Jenna’s tits. When Jenna and | went to 








the post office once to mail out a registered letter, the male clerk actually never 
looked Jenna in the eyes. | watched him and his eyes were transfixed on Jenna’s 
foot of cleavage the entire time. He just couldn’t bring himself to actually look 
away, not for even a second. 

Amazingly, Jenna was now almost 10% tit if one considered her body 
weight. Before Jenna’s very first operation, she weighed 129 pounds, with only 
very modest B cup tits. Now she weighed 140 Ibs, with about 11 of those being 
pure saline. To the average person on the street, however, Jenna’s breasts 
certainly got 95% of the attention. That 10% of her body got more stares and 
open-mouthed gaping than the rest of her body combined. 

There was plenty more to Jenna than her tits, though. | still had a 
penchant for her nice round ass. l'm a breast man for sure, but | do appreciate a 
nice ass when I see one. There’s more than enough fat-assed girls out there to 
make a man appreciative when he finds a chick with a tight little package. Jenna’s 
ass certainly fit the profile. Having a trim body with a very slim waist was nice as 
well —it only amplified the effect of her huge head-sized tits. With the girth of 
her tits considerably bigger than her own waist, it was certainly a pleasure to 
see her in a form-fitting outfit that put her amazing curves on display. 


About two months had passed since Jenna’s last operation. There was 
only another week left of summer and Jenna was getting ready to go back to 
class. | had slipped back into my routine of working during the day and having 
amazing sex with Jenna during the nights. She continued to improve and was 
getting quite skilled at maneuvering through the world with her new funbags. 
She certainly had to make some changes. They were small changes, but there 
were lots of them. 

For example, Jenna could no longer simply lift her arm up and grab an 
object — like a glass of water. Instead, she had to move her arm out to her side 
slightly and then up. Since her tits took up such a huge amount of space on her 
body- even sticking out a couple inches or so on the side—she had to compensate 
by moving her arms outward. Otherwise, she’d bump her tit and start a titty 
jiggle — not that | minded, of course. 

Additionally, I'd find her exercising at home using the low-impact 
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machines. Instead of using the treadmill or the stair stepper, she’d use the 
elliptical trainer — which allowed her to move in a smooth motion and not bounce 
her tits up and down so much. Now that her tits were so huge, she found that a 
good bounce could result in them smacking her right in the face. During one 
particular vigorous night of sex, | rode her so hard that her tits did just that — 
smacked her right in the head. | found it quite amusing, but she told me 
afterwards that her jaw was actually a little sore from the smack. 

| also observed her change the way she bent over. If she dropped something 
before, she’d typically just bend over and pick it up. Now she squatted her knees 
down and picked something up off the ground. | suppose having 11 pounds of 
chestmeat being pulled toward the ground when one bends over doesn’t do 
wonders for one’s balance. 

All these little changes Jenna was making helped her self-confidence. 
She was finally adapting to the big-tit lifestyle and was learning about the little 
things she could do to improve her daily routine. 

When she finally did return to class, however, that’s when the problems 
started to begin. After about a week of classes, Jenna’s advisor told her that she 
would be required to meet with him to discuss her academic situation. Jenna 
mentioned this to me about before she left for college that day, but | paid no 
attention to it—thinking it was just one of those standard meetings that advisors 
have with advisees. | was dead wrong — and this is where Jenna’s second problem 
for the semester began. She came home crying from class that day and she called 
me from the house. | could practically hear the tears coming down her face -she 
was crying so hard, in fact, that | couldn’t make out a word she was saying. 

Now, typically, Jenna never bothered me at work. There’s nothing | hate 
more than being bothered by a girlfriend when I’m working. I’d made this clear 
to her and she’d only called me once before when she got a false positive on a 
pregnancy test. So, | knew that whatever it was, it was probably some kind of big 
issue for her. | left work and told my secretary to push back my schedule for two 
hours so that | could take care of an urgent problem that just came up. 

When I got home, | saw that Jenna had settled down somewhat, but she 
was still crying and obviously still upset. | asked her to tell me what the problem 
was and she started in on her story. 








“It started when | went to see my advisor,” she said, huffing and puffing, 
trying to catch her breath and grab for words. “He told me that | had no job 
prospects and that I’d never teach anywhere. He told me | shouldn’t waste any 
more of the school’s time or my time pretending to be a P.E. student. Then he 
said | should just drop out now and focus on my stripping career because | had 
no chance as a P.E. teacher. He said that strippers aren't allowed to teach children 
and that most children would be frightened if they saw me. Then he said that he 
was going to write to the head of the department and ask them to remove me 
from the department because of unethical conduct or something.” 

| listened as she bawled her eyes out as she told me her story and | had 
mixed feelings. On one hand, | was upset that this person caused my little tit- 
pumpkins so much grief, but | knew that he was right. No school would ever hire 
someone with such outrageously huge breasts. Still, he was wrong to assume 
she was some slut, because she clearly wasn’t. She was dedicated and serious 
about becoming a P.E. teacher — even if it would be next to impossible to find 
work after she graduated. 

“Honey, don’t worry about this. You continue your work with your tutor 
because you're not getting kicked out of class. You haven't done anything wrong. 
I'll take care of this,” | told her. 

“Really,” she asked, clearing her face of tears. 

“Yes. Go to school tomorrow just as you ordinarily would. l'Il take care of 
everything, baby.” 

| drove back to work afterwards and finished up a few meetings for the 
day. At about 4:30 | called over to human resources and asked for Amy Hollings, 
our Vice President of HR. 

“Amy,” | said, “Could you give me the number to our contact at the 
university? You know, whoever we deal with when we donate or set up our 
recruitment drives.” 

“No problem,” she said. “That’s James Miller, dean of the business school. 
Here’s his number- 667-5665. Does operations need some more interns or entry- 
level people? | haven’t heard anything.” 

“No, nothing like that,” | replied. “We don’t need anything from HR right 
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“Ok, glad | could help,” Amy replied. 
| phoned to Mr. Miller’s office and his secretary answered. She obviously had too 
much coffee with her lunch. She seemed to talk at 700 words a minute, “Helooo, 
Mr. Miller’s office; this is Cynthia speaking; how can | help you?” It was more like 
a stream of consciousness than it was individual sentences. 

“This is Thomas Keller from Deltatech Softworks. | need to speak with 
Mr. Miller immediately.” 

“Justa moment,” she blurted. | was on hold for about sixty seconds when 
eventually Miller came on the line. 

“Hello Mr. Keller. | don’t think we've met before. What can | do for you?” 

“Thanks for taking my call Mr. Miller. | know we hire quite a few of your 
business students each year and let me begin by stating that you have a 
wonderful business program there. But that’s not the reason for my call.” 

“Oh,” he asked. 

“| have a personal problem that | hope you could help me with. It involves 
one of the advisors from the education department. | know you don’t have a say 
in how they run things over there, but after you hear what | have to say, I’m 
hoping you can make a call to the dean of the college on my behalf and take care 
of a problem I’m having.” 

| told Miller about how the advisor seemed to have a vendetta against 
my Jenna and that it reflected poorly on the university as a whole — not just the 
P.E. department. | also told him that Deltatech would have a number of new 
entry-level accounting positions during the next quarter and that l’d hate to 
send my HR department out of state to fill the positions. Miller picked up on my 
not-so-subtle hint as well. 

“Don’t worry about a thing, Mr. Keller. We value Deltatech’s involvement 
with our university and the business college especially appreciates all your 
company’s efforts. l'Il take care of the problem right away.” 

| thanked him for his reassurance and felt pretty good about myself. It 
certainly didn’t hurt to be a top executive for a Fortune 1000 company. It was 
nice to be able to get these kinds of problems solved with a simple phone call. | 
finished the day by working a few more hours and then heading home. When | 
told Jenna that the problem was taken care of and that she didn’t have to worry 








about it anymore, she was extremely grateful. So much, in fact, that she jumped 
me and ripped my clothes off. An amazing night of sex followed. 


The next day Jenna told me that she received a personal apology from 
her advisor and a written apology by the assistant dean of the education college. 
She was also informed by her newly appointed advisor — a woman who was 
much more respectful towards her — that she was right on track to graduate 
with the rest of her class. She seemed to be in a much better mood tonight and 
she also seemed to have a lot of things on her mind — which was unusual for a 
girl that usually didn’t have much to say. Sometimes | wondered if she even had 
anything going on inside that head. 

“Tom, can we talk about something serious?” 

“Sure, baby. You know you can always talk to me,” | said. 

“| think my advisor was right yesterday. | don’t know if l'Il be able to get a 
job after | graduate. | mean... | see it all the time. Mothers will cover their kids’ 
eyes when | pass them on the street. If they won’t let kids look at me, how will | 
ever get a job teaching?” Frankly, | was amazed that it only took her three months 
since her boob job to put it all together. | figured the first time she'd realize that 
her tits were getting in the way of her job prospects was after she’d been turned 
down for 10 or 20 positions. 

“Well, cutie-tits, | don’t know what to say. | think you'll be able to find 
work somewhere.” 

“But Tom, what if | can’t. How am | going to support myself?” 

“Support yourself? | support you. You have nothing to worry about.” 

“| love you Tom and you love me, right?” 

“Of course, babydoll, you know | love you.” 

“| want to get married.” 

That sentence hit me like a ton of bricks. I'd been dating Jenna for about 
six months now and we'd been living together for most of that time. | have to 
admit that it was the best relationship that I'd been in, but | never really thought 
of Jenna as marriage material. She was more of the big-titted mistress type that 
broke up a man’s marriage and his family. She wasn’t really someone | pictured 
spending my life with. 
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On the other hand, she was everything | wanted in a girl. She took care of 
the house, she took care of me, and she was always available for sex. She kept in 
shape and looked after her body like no girl I’d ever seen before. | knew that if | 
married her she’d probably look better in 10 years than she did now. She wasn’t 
about to turn cow just because she got a ring. 

However, | didn’t want to exactly lock myself into any relationship. | liked 
having the ability to kick a bitch out whenever | felt like it. But with Jenna I, so 
far, never had the urge. We didn’t really argue because she never made any 
demands on me — which was odd for a woman — but | wasn’t about to start 
complaining. | could see her point, though. She was looking for a little security 
and that’s natural with every woman. They want to know that they’re not going 
to be out on their ass after putting a lot of time into a relationship. 

| decided that l’d say yes. What the hell. I'd call my lawyer in the morning 
and have him draft an iron-fucking-clad prenup that would let me kick this big- 
titted bitch to the curb if | ever got tired of her, if she ever got fat, or if she ever 
started talking back. By the time my lawyer was done, l’d own Jenna. On top of 
that, since Jenna would no longer need to worry about a career, | could use this 
as an opportunity to get something else | wanted out of her. 

“Ok, honey. I’ve thought about it and we'll do it. But we need to get a few 
things straight,” | told her. 

She jumped out of her chair and ran toward me, giving me a huge hug 
before | even got a chance to continue. | instantly got rock hard as her giant 
water balloons squished up against me. “I love you, | love you,” she said to me. 

“Just a minute,” | told her. “There’s some things we need to get straight 
before we go walking down the aisle.” 

“TII do anything for you,” she told me. 

“First, no working. You can finish school but then you're going to live 
here and be my housewife. There’s no need for you to earn a teacher's salary 
when l’m pulling in as muchas | am. 

“Ok,” she replied without complaint. “Fine. You know I'd do anything for 


” 


you. 


“Second, we need to sign a prenuptial agreement.” 








“Ok,” she replied again. | wasn’t even sure she knew what a prenup was, 
but she obviously had no problem signing it. 

“Third, I don’t want any weddings. | want to elope. I’m not about to waste 
50 grand on some stupid ceremony.” 

“Ok, but | really want you to propose to me in a romantic way. To ask me 
for my hand in marriage. Please?” she replied. 
| didn’t see what the harm was, so | agreed. “Sure thing, sweet tits.” 

“Thanks, lover,” she said. 

“And finally, if you’re going to be my wife, | want you to always look your 
best. You know that’s important to me. So I'd like to go back to Dr. Mike’s and 
have him fill up your implants. It’ll quick and painless, now that you have those 
inflatables,” | explained, hoping she’d accept my terms. 

She raised her eyebrows somewhat — obviously shocked at my request. 

“You mean bigger?” she asked, with a confused look on her face. 

“Yes,” | replied. “You'll be a married woman and | expect you to show 
some reverence to your husband. It’s what | want. Is marriage what you want?” 

“Yes, of course. Ok, I'll do it. I’m just so happy to be married.” 

Needless to say, | was pleased by everything that had progressed. In the 
morning, | would call my lawyer to arrange for the prenup and call Dr. Mike to 
arrange for Jenna’s fill-up. “PII tell you what, baby. We'll get an appointment 
with Dr. Mike and then l'Il propose marriage to you right after we come home 
from the doctor's office. We’ll both wear our best and you'll be looking your best.” 

She seemed agreeable to that arrangement and we went to bed that 
night with some particularly vigorous fucking. With Jenna as my wife, | would 
have anew dimension of control over her. And | planned on taking advantage of 
it. I'd be living out my most erotic fantasies with her and | was committed to 
filling her tits to the limit. They were gigantic now by any conventional measure, 
but | wasn’t a conventional type of guy. With these new inflatable implants, | 
could take Jenna’s tits bigger than most ever dreamed possible — right into the 
sizes that | only experienced in my dreams. And | was going to love every second 
of it. 


| made the first call to my lawyer in the morning and told him that | 
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wanted him to draft an ironclad prenuptial agreement. “Eugene, | want this 
prenup to be as tight as they come. She’s a great girl, but you can never be too 
sure about these young wives. You know? You don’t know their motivation. | 
want to be able to walk out at anytime and keep everything.” 

Eugene then launched into his typical lawyer spiel, “Tom, | understand 
completely. But we really do need to sit down and decide what’s fair here. No 
lawyer in this country is going to let any bride-to-be sign a prenup that allows 
the husband to walk out of the marriage after twenty years with every cent. It 
just won't happen.” 

“Not a problem, Eugene. She’s just going to sign this thing straight-up. 
She won't seek council.” 

“Tom, that’s even worse. No judge in this country is going to honor a 
one-sided prenup when the other party didn’t have representation by competent 
legal council. Let me tell you something, prenups can protect a man if the 
marriage ends within the first few years. After that, the judge is going to want 
to give the wife something. 

“Look, Tom, let’s go over a scenario here. Twenty years have gone by — 
you're fifty and she’s forty. You decide to trade her in for a younger model. The 
judge is going to see that she didn’t have adequate council, that she was married 
at 21 to a man more than ten years her senior, and that her husband was a 
corporate executive with knowledge of the law and top-tier representation. 

“Every judge in this country will rule that you took advantage of her and 
that the prenup will be set aside — completely ignored as if it didn’t exist. The 
judge will read the agreement and see that she doesn’t get a cent and they'll say 
that your intent was to deceive and defraud her. Then she'll get a whole lot more 
than she would if the prenup was fair and she had adequate council.” 
| posed my own question, “What if | had my Tom-takes-all prenup and she did 
have adequate council and then signed it anyway. What if she goes to the best 
family law firm in the state and she signs the thing anyway.” 

“Well, | Suppose that would stand if she was properly advised. But | highly 
doubt any good family law practice would allow her to sign the thing,” Eugene 
replied. 








“How are they going to stop her? Hold her hand back so she can’t use a 
pen? What if she just ignores the lawyers and signs the damn thing.” 

“Tom, | see what you’re saying, but by the time the lawyers get through 
talking to her, she'll think you’re the devil. She won't want to marry you.” 

“Eugene, you don’t know this girl. She’s a fucking idiot. She'll do what | 
tell her.” 

“Can | ask you a personal question Tom?” 

“| know what you’re going to ask Eugene, and no, you can’t. I’m going to 
marry her and | have my reasons. You wouldn’t understand them. So just draft a 
Tom-takes-all prenup and give it to me. And give me the name of the best family 
law practice in the state. I'll tell her to take it there, ignore what they say, and 
then sign it. Let me worry about her.” 

“Ok, Tom. I'll have it to you by tomorrow. A prenup like this won't take 
long to write.” 

“Good,” | replied. 


My next call was to Dr. Mike — which would be a much more pleasant 
conversation. When | reached his office, his assistant answered and | asked her 
to schedule us in. 

“Just a minute, let me pull up Jenna’s records,” she said. | heard her 
shuffling through the files and | knew when she found Jenna’s. 

“Oh my God,” she said in the background — barely audible. She obviously 
had seen some of Jenna’s “after” pictures. “Hello, sir?” 

“Yes?” | asked. 

“And she'll be coming in for what procedure exactly?” 

“An enlargement — there at the office. She has inflatable implants.” 

“Oh, I see,” she replied — obviously shocked that my tit-muffin could even 
consider going larger. 

“Well, I’m going to have to let you talk to the doctor about this.” She 
forwarded my call to Dr. Mike, who was, as always, happy to speak with me. 
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“Hello,” Dr. Mike said, picking up the line. 

“Hi Mike, its Tom. I’m glad | could speak with you. I’m calling about Jenna. 
She’s healed nicely from the last operation, her skin has stretched to 
accommodate the new implants, and she’s ready to go bigger.” 

“Well, | guess that’s why she got those custom-made inflatables. That 
girl of yours is on a mission like I’ve never seen before,” Dr. Mike said. 

“That she is,” | replied. “So when can we come in?” 

“I'll have my secretary schedule you. My file on Jenna says that her skin 
could probably use another month or so to stretch out before taking her larger. 
| think we're going to have to wait a few more weeks.” 

“Not at all needed,” | replied. “Jenna liberally applies that skin cream five 
times a day. She’s been doing that ever since the third operation. Her skin has 
responded fantastically. It’s not taut and it has plenty of give. | pinch her with 
ease. It has definitely grown to accommodate her new implants.” 

“Well, the best | can do is schedule her for an exam sometime next week. 
If it turns out she’s ok to go, we can fill up the implants somewhat. If not, we'll 
make a follow-up for a procedure in a few more weeks.” 

“Great,” I replied. 


In the week leading up to the appointment at Dr. Mike’s, Jenna and | 
went out and picked up her engagement ring. | was pleased at her modesty, and 
she didn’t insist on the most expensive ring at the store. When we walked in the 
jewelry store, the ring salesman immediately knew that Jenna was my soon-to- 
be “trophy wife,” so he tried to sell her the biggest diamond he had. Honestly, | 
was originally worried about this. | couldn’t make a case for poverty — not with 
my high-paying job. 

That’s why | was relieved and pleased when Jenna picked out a modest 
ring that cost only $2000. | was expecting to spend ten times that, but pleased 
that | didn’t have to. After coming back from the store, Jenna told me that she 
wanted to be proposed to immediately after her breast enlargement — to mark 
the joyous occasion. In fact, now that she was getting married, her mood was 
quite improved. She no longer complained about her breasts. She began to stop 








thinking of them as an impediment to the rest of her life. Now that she was 
going to be my bride, she was actually upbeat and happy about her situation — 
even the breast enlargement. 

Needless to say, | was eagerly anticipating Jenna’s next enlargement 
procedure. | was hoping the doc would let us add another 1000cc or so. Jenna 
was at 2500cc now and this would, of course, be a huge step up from her surgery. 
Since Jenna wasn't going to be under anesthesia for the operation, she’d actually 
have a chance to talk to the doctor this time. | was hoping she wouldn't express 
any feelings of remorse or uncertainty to Dr. Mike — otherwise he might put a 
hold on the fill-up. He was a very ethical doctor and only liked to do things with 
the consent of the patient. 

One thing that | wasn’t looking forward to was my conversation with 
Jenna about the pre-nup. After Eugene finished it, he sent it over to my office 
and | reviewed it. It was just like | wanted it — one-sided in my favor. That part 
was obvious. | could walk out at any time during the marriage and keep 
everything. Jenna would be entitled only to the property that she brought to the 
marriage— which was nothing. Hell, | could probably even ask the court to return 
her implants to me. The agreement was just that good. Now my only issue was 
getting Jenna to sign it. 

When | left work that day and returned home, Jenna was ina particularly 
good mood. She was elated ever since | told her we were getting married. | figured 
this was as good a time as any to give her the pre-nup. | handed her the 
documents and asked her to make an appointment with an attorney to review 
them and then come back with it signed. She told me she didn’t need to see any 
lawyers and that she'd sign them now. | insisted, however. 
“Look, baby-doll, you have to have a lawyer go over that with you. Just don’t pay 
any attention to what they say and sign the documents afterwards. You don’t 
have to listen to them, just sign the documents after they discuss it with you. 
And don’t worry, l'Il pay for your trip to the lawyer.” 

“Ok, whatever,” she replied. 

The next day after school, | arranged for Jenna to visit with the city’s top 
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family law attorney. This bitch was a femminazi in the worst way — always 
representing the wives of the top CEOs when they decided to get divorced. She 
was notorious for winning multimillion-dollar settlements with the husbands. | 
figured that if she signed a prenup with this bitch as council, I'd be set. No way a 
judge could suggest that she had inadequate council. 

Jenna came back from the meeting with the signed prenup, just as | had 
thought. Also included was a signed affidavit from the attorney stating that 
Jenna had been advised of the contents of the prenup and been advised against 
signing it. | was guessing that this bitch of a lawyer was trying to cover her ass, 
should anything come up later. This was even better! | had everything going my 
way. Soon |’d have an even-more buxom wife who would be waiting on me hand 
and foot forever. Since | wouldn't be allowing Jenna to work, she couldn't really 
use the argument that her breasts would scare small children, so she’d be 
obligated to keep getting her tits pumped up — larger and larger. If | ever got 
tired of having a set of blimp tits around the house, l’d kick her ass out. Things 
would be perfect for me. 


By the time the appointment at Dr. Mike’s came up, | was ready. | had 
everything planned out and | was going to thoroughly enjoy Jenna’s expansion. 
| took off work early and picked Jenna up from school. Waiting at home were 
thousands of roses and other flowers arranged on an altar right in the living 
room. l’d formally propose to my tit-monster when we got back home. After 
arriving at Dr. Mike’s, | actually got quite a kick out of the receptionist’s wide- 
eyed open-mouthed state of utter shock at Jenna’s bulging bustline. Obviously 
she was unaware that Dr. Mike had ever taken a patient to the extremes that 
Jenna had been to. 

We waited only a few minutes before meeting Dr. Mike in one of the patient 
rooms. “So, Jenna, how are you doing today?” 

“I’m great,” Jenna replied, smiling. 

“Tom tells me you’re ready to have your inflatable implants filled up. Is 
that right?” | winced somewhat, hoping she wasn’t having any last minute jitters. 








If she expressed any reservations at this point, Dr. Mike might let her walk out of 
here without pumping Jenna up. 

“l'm ready doctor. As big as possible, please.” As | heard Jenna utter those 
words, all my concerns of her not going bigger just went right out the window. | 
couldn't help but wonder what the big grin looked like on my face at that 
moment. 

“Ok, Jenna, let’s havea look. Remove your shirt please,” Dr. Mike instructed 
her. Ever since Jenna’s last operation, her shirts were looking quite odd when 
they weren't actually on her. Since Jenna liked all the form fitting clothes, her 
jumbo-sized breasts presented quite a problem for finding acceptable clothing. 
In fact, | had many of her clothes tailored so that they'd fit her properly. | was 
becoming the neighborhood tailor’s best customer. 

Since Jenna was so thin and the bottom half of the shirt was designed to 
hug her torso, taking off her shirt had become quite the spectacle to watch. She 
slipped her arms out first and then struggled to pull it over each oversized boob. 
It was actually almost impossible to stretch the shirt out enough to have the 
bottom half fit around both tits at the same time, so Jenna was forced to 
maneuver it up and over each tit individually. 

The doctor and | both took some amusement at this display, but Jenna 
was genuinely struggling — even grunting somewhat during the procedure. At 
this point | began to wonder what she’d wear after we pumped her tits up even 
more. | hadn’t thought to bring a larger shirt for her, and everything in her 
wardrobe would be too small anyway. After removing her shirt, she reached 
around and unfastened the eight hooks that held her bra in place. Her boobs 
dropped a few inches as her bra came free and then jiggled for about half a 
second, finally coming to rest. At this point, Dr. Mike felt them and seemed to 
give her a fairly thorough examination. 

He remarked to Jenna, “Amazing. The stretchiness of your skin is just 
unreal. Despite the huge increase in breast volume, your skin has managed to 
keep up wonderfully. | see no reason why we can’t continue with the procedure.” 

“Oh, goodie,” she remarked. “Doc, | want them big! They're too small right 
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now. Make them bigger!” 

“That’s what I’m going to do,” Dr. Mike replied, shaking his head 
somewhat. 

The doctor left the room and returned a few minutes later with his nurse 
anda large needle — obviously filled with saline. He instructed Jenna to lie down 
on the table and lift her arms up. He then 
applied a numbing agent to an area near her 
armpit and injected the needle into her skin. 

“What I’m doing now is inserting the 
needle into a special valve on the implant. 
This implant contains a one way valve that 
allows me to add additional saline.” 

We both watched as her right breast 
swelled larger before our eyes. The skin 
pushed outward as the breast took on more 
volume. “It tingles,” Jenna remarked. 

“That’s normal,” Dr. Mike replied. “You'll 
also start to feel some tightness as your skin 
stretches to accommodate the expanding 
implant.” 

“Nothing yet,” she remarked. 

Dr. Mike completed the injection and the 
-= difference between her two breasts was 
clearly visible. Her right breast was noticeably 
larger than the left. The skin also seemed 
more taut and less pliable. “Now to even 
things out,” Dr. Mike said, moving around the 
table to her left side. 

Dr. Mike repeated the procedure on the 
left side and when it was completed, the 
results were stunning. Each tit was clearly 
larger than her head, dwarfing her small torso. They were now so wide that they 
took up the entire space across her chest and ballooned out past her arms as 





=~ 


f° 7 y \ f \ 





well. Jenna could no longer lift her arms up without lifting a breast along with it. 
What happened next, however, is what left me in a state of shock. 

“Can't we go larger,” she asked the doctor? 

“Jenna, | just added 1000ccs. You’re at 3500ccs now. You want to go 
larger? Are you sure? How does your skin feel?” 

“Yes, | want to be bigger,” she replied, “and my skin is fine.” 

Dr. Mike felt her breasts and seemed somewhat concerned about the 

tautness of her skin, but he decided to go ahead anyway. “FII do 500cc more, but 
that’s it for this time. If you want them larger, you'll have to come back again in 
another month or so. Your skin will need time to stretch.” 
With that, he repeated the procedure and added 500ccs to each breast — bringing 
Jenna to a whopping 4000cc. After adding 500cc to the right breast, | noticed 
that, while bigger, it clearly didn’t seem like such a huge addition. In fact, Jenna’s 
chest had reached such a jumbo size, this last inflation added less than 15% more 
volume. Although most women would look notably larger after adding 500cc to 
their chest, for Jenna it was really only an incremental increase. Sure, she was 
larger, but visually it didn’t seem to do much to her. 


Jenna hopped off the table and stumbled as she tried to find her center 
of gravity. She’d obviously have to retrain herself to balance once again. Her 
breasts now weighed a stunning 17.5 Ibs — 6.5 added just today. | helped Jenna 
put her shirt back on and sure enough, it was a monumental challenge. | 
practically had to rip it in order to stretch it over her new chest zeppelins, and 
her massive sweater balloons were clearly visible through the stretched fabric. 
But eventually we were able to get it looking semi-reasonable and we left the 
office after thanking Dr. Mike. As expected, we got an open-mouthed gawk from 
the receptionist, who was shocked and amazed at just how much larger Jenna 
actually was. 

After we left the clinic we stopped off at a church on the way home. | had 
already made plans to have us married right after Jenna’s operation, so she’d be 





1 | E | ie 
. 750 ce 1000 cc 1250 cc 





looking her best. Jenna was of course confused since | hadn't proposed yet, but | 
told her this was just a formality since we were eloping and it didn’t really matter 
which order we did things. Besides | just wanted to get this part over with as 
soon as possible so that | could truly own Jenna before she had time to rethink 
things. As if that would happen. Jenna for her part actually acted happy at the 
occasion, and she kissed me when | said, “I do.” The clergyman was disappointed 
in our lack of ceremony, but it didn’t really matter what he thought anyway. 

On the drive home, | smiled at Jenna, anxious to get my hands on her 
newly fattened-up flesh globes. | positively knew that | was going to score after 
| proposed on the altar of roses that had been constructed in my living room 
while we were out of the house. When we arrived home though, she didn’t seem 
too surprised to see my elaborate rose set-up. No bother, | didn’t care one way or 
another. | just wanted to get this over with. | dropped down to one knee, asked 
her to marry me, and she accepted. That’s when | started to get woozy, almost 
as if | had too much to drink. | quickly went from woozy to dizzy and | dropped to 
the floor unconscious. 


When | woke up, | found myself lying face up on my bed. Except... | felt 
very different. Things weren't the same at all.| was having a hard time breathing, 
and my body felt both light and heavy at the same time. My eyes couldn't adjust 
right, and everything looked distorted and bigger. | struggled to sit up and felt a 
heavy weight roll down my chest and into my lap. When | leaned forward | saw 
that my lap was covered with two huge piles of tit! | tried to think, but my mind 
felt like sand pouring out of an hourglass. All the thoughts were there, but they 
came trickling out only a few at a time. My brain literally felt like it was in slow 
motion, and for the first time in my life, | was at a loss for words. | just sat there 
staring until it finally came to me. The tits! | had somehow become Jenna! 

As | was finally taking in the gravity of the situation, | looked across the 
room and | saw myself staring back at me. “Finally you have what you want. A 
big set of tits you can have all to yourself. | hope you enjoy them.” 

“Wh...what?” My voice, Jenna’s voice, was shaky and unfamiliar. | 
stumbled over the words as | spoke, “What’s going on? What is this?” Nothing 
made sense. | felt... dumb. 

“My God is that how | really sounded?” My body paused and looked 








thoughtful for a moment. “I can’t believe how different everything is. | feel so 
smart!” 

A dim lightbulb finally went off in my head. “Jenna?” 

“That’s right.” 

Jenna had somehow swapped bodies with me! Suddenly | felt fear and 
anger rising up. “What have you done to me? How did this happen? | demand 
an explanation!” | tried to rise in confrontation and felt myself falling forward 
with the weight of my tits. | wheeled back and barely caught myself on the 
bedpost. A jolting pain ran down my back as the muscles became pulled. | 
winced and pressed my hand against my spine, simultaneously feeling a 
pulsating soreness from my overswollen silicone-sacks as they jiggled tightly 
from the sudden movement. 

“Careful, you'll get your explanation,” she told me, grinning 
satisfactorily. “It’s all so clear to me now. After the operation in Panama, a very 
kind nurse told me to visit a local medicine man for my pain. He didn’t treat 
my pain from the surgery. He treated my emotional pain — the pain caused by 
your mistreatments, manipulations, and black-heartedness. 

“He told me that all | needed to do was get you to propose marriage to 
me out of your own free will and that the situation would be righted. He told 
me to ignore your manipulations and just allow myself to be put in whatever 
situation you wanted to put me in. He said that in the end, things would be 
made right. Now | see he was right. You had me sign my life away with that 
pre-nuptial agreement, you inflated my chest to the point that | wouldn't be 
able to get gainful employment, and you did it without a concern in the world 
for me. 

“Now the tables have been turned and you've put yourself in the 
situation you would have put me in. I'd like to ask you to leave now. You can 
pack your clothes and go. This is my life now.” 


Alternate Ending 
by Leviathan 


When | woke up, | found myself lying face up in a hospital bed. | was hooked 
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up to a drip inserted into my arm. | tried to sit up, and a rush of cold passed 
over my body. | felt very different. Something wasn’t right at all. My skin was 
pale, and my mouth tasted dry. | tried to think back to what had happened, 
but the last thing | remembered was proposing to Jenna. 

“You're awake!” Suddenly Jenna was right beside me. She wrapped her 
arms around me and her huge pound cakes smothered me from both sides. 
God her tits were still firm from the injections, and they pressed heavily into 
me. My hands involuntarily went to them and started massaging them. My 
dick was already stirring. 

“What’s happening, sweet tits? What am | doing in the hospital?” Then 
Jenna pulled away from me. 

“I’m sorry,” she said. “It’s sort of my fault.” 

“What’s your fault?” 

“It was after my operation in Panama. A very kind nurse told me to visit 
a local medicine man for my pain. But he didn’t treat my pain from the 
surgery. He said he could treat my emotional pain — the pain caused by you 
tricking me and always being mean to me. 

“He told me that all | needed to do was get you to propose marriage to 
me out of your own free will and that everything would be all right. He told me 
to just ignore your manipulations and just allow myself to be put in whatever 
situation you wanted to put me in. He said that in the end, things would be 
made right. | didn’t know that you would... | didn’t mean for this...” 

“What are you talking about?” Jenna was talking stupid as usual. | had 
to find a doctor or a nurse or somebody with some brains to tell me what was 
going on. | pulled the sheets off of me and swung my legs down, but when | 
tried to stand my knees caved in and | had to grab the bed to keep from falling. 
| felt weak. “What the hell is wrong with me?” Jenna tried to help me, but | 
shoved her away. “Damnit, | don’t need any help!” 

Somewhere between knocking over the drip equipment and trying to 
get Jenna out of the way | must’ve blacked out again. When | woke up, a nurse 
was patching up my arm, and a doctor was leaning over me with his hand on 
my head. The doctor informed me | had a brain tumor that couldn't be 
operated on, and | only had a few weeks to live. | laughed at him at first and 








thought it was some elaborate joke. | told him it was impossible and that | 
was in perfect health, but he showed me some X-rays and a bunch of other 
tests and told me | had better start preparing my will. | took one look at Jenna 
and somehow | just knew it was all her fault. She had done this to me. | 
ordered her to leave and never to see me again. 

Over the next few days | spared no expense. | called every doctor in 
the country who could give a second opinion, and | must have done a 
hundred tests and scans. | must have run up a fortune in hospital bills, but it 
was all on my insurance so | didn’t care. They all said the same thing, and my 
condition just got steadily worse. By the end of the week | couldn't even get 
out of bed, and | started to believe that the doctors were right. | was going to 
die, and there was nothing | could do about it. 

Then there was Jenna. | knew it was all her fault, and | had to get rid 
of her. | had to divorce her. | was going to dump her on her ass if it was the 
last thing | ever did. | called my lawyer, and he came to see me the next day. 
He said when | died Jenna would get everything | owned plus life insurance, 
and he would even help her take care of things as my “family” lawyer. | told 
him what | wanted to do, and he actually told me to just give it up and do 
one good thing before | died. | told him to go to Hell, and | fired him on the 
spot. After that my condition deteriorated until | didn’t even know who | was. 
| think they finally let Jenna come back and visit me, but | was too far gone by 
then to really care. 


THE END 





